EVANGELINE 
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Sweet  rustic  maid  of  long  ago, 

Thy  story  melts  both  friend  and  foe; 

Ohl  sad  the  fate  thy  heart  has  riv’n, 
Evangeline,  thy  Gabriel  driv’n 
Far  from  thy  side  to  exile  borne, 

, Through  weary  years  thy  love  to  mourn 

Chorus 

O Acadie!  O Acadie! 

A fairer  flow’r  thou  ne’er  shalt  see, 

Evangeline,  until  this  day 

Thy  memory  lingers  in  Grand  Pre^. 

2 

On  foreign  shores  through  weary  years; 
You  seek  your  love  ’midst  blinding  tears, 
Where  pestilence  brings  woe  and  pain. 
Thy  Gabriel  waits  for  thee  again. 

But  cruel  death  once  more  doth  part. 
And  tears  him  from  thy  loving  heart. 
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But  now  upon  a happier  shore, 

Thy  love  from  thee  shall  part  no  more; 
When  shadows  steal  at  close  of  day, 
Across  the  meadows  of  Grand  Pre, 
Methinks  thy  spirit  wanders  free 
of  Acadie. 
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Along  the  fields 
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